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Chapter 1/ 


Author's Notes: 
Prompt of \‘congratulations\. 


Closer by the Moment 


Rain lashed against the windowpane, a never-ending hiss that permeated the room. He couldn't escape from the 
weather anywhere, it seemed; the curtains might be drawn against the storm down in the hotel bar, but it 
was all anyone could talk about. A resigned sigh drifted forth as he sprawled on the bed, flipping the remote 


control over and over in one hand, contemplating turning on the TV. 
Fucking weather report would probably be plastered all over that, too. 


In a fit of pique, Tré launched the remote in a random direction. He barely acknowledged it when Billie ducked 


out of the way of the unexpected missile while entering the room. 


"What the fuck crawled up your ass? You've been moody as shit all day, you disappear without saying anything 


To anyone, and now you're throwing shit at me? What gives, Tré?" 


"Nothing," he muttered sulkily. His bottom lip stuck out as hazel eyes rolled and he moved to the far side of 
the bed when Billie Joe sat down. Tré stared resolutely at the ceiling. He refused to acknowledge his bandmate's 


presence. It was his room, dammit. Billie could go fuck himself. 

"Tre" The frontman's exasperated tone only served to deepen Tre's pout further. Go away, dude. 

Billie sighed. Tré felt the bed dip and sway as the other man stretched out. Neither his position nor his 
expression changed as the slight form pressed up against his side and reached one arm over him, hugging him 
close. 

"You're fuckin’ impossible, you know that?" 

Tré remained silent as tattooed fingers traced random patterns on his arm, slipping carelessly beneath the 
sleeve of his T-shirt one moment and trailing down to the inner surface of his elbow the next. The gentle 
touch soothed. He felt his breathing calm to match Billie's; his restlessness seep away, at least for the 
moment. He wasn't naturally given to stillness for long. 


"Bill, I-" 


"Shh." Fingertips pressed against his lips, nudging the lower one back where it belonged. "It's gonna be fine, Tre. 
You'll forget you ever had any doubts as soon as the baby looks at you. | swear." 


"l'm scared," he admitted through a throat gone tight. Wind whipped water ever harder against the window and 
the sound invaded, echoed, until it crowded everything out but the truth. "What if | suck at this? I'm not..\'m 


not the most responsible guy. | could drop it or make it neurotic just by osmosis or-" 


" Tré" A hint of laughter coloured Billie's voice. "You're gonna be an awesome dad, okay” We wouldn't've named 


you as Joey's godfather if | didn't really, truly believe that. So shut your pie hole already." 

"Okay. Okay," he repeated, and turned into the embrace, hearing a soft oof as his arms came around the 
smaller body and clung tightly, his face buried against Billie's shoulder. The faint scent of hair dye rose to his 
nostrils and it was oddly comforting, that smell. It was part of Billie, of the warmth that he could feel from his 
friend stealing through him. He inhaled deeply, letting it clear his head. "When're we going back to California?" 
"Couple more weeks, why?" 


"I'm fucking sick of all this rain, dude. | got cabin fever something fierce." 


A low chuckle rumbled chest to chest and Tré smiled. 


